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Strange Beginnings 


Author's Notes: 
| DO NOT OWN THESE CHARACTERS NOR DO! CLAIM THIS STORY TRUE. PLEASE ENJOY! 


December is an unforgiving month in New Orleans. The air is moist, and added to the chill it, creates a bone 
chilling cold Not even her two coats and a scarf can keep the chill from creeping in. Yet, it is Christmas season 
and joy fills the air. Everything around the city had a touch of holiday spirit, even the street lamps had tinsel 


around them. 


This day was severely overcast but didn't dampen the spirits of the locals. She felt like the only one down 
town today feeling lonely. Cars, trolleys, and bicyclist zoom past and she doesn't flinch. Pulling her hood snugger 
around her caramel hair, her attempt to hide a crying face wasn't working well. People stared awkwardly, 


unsure if they should help or back off. 


Last night was raw, real and uncaring to her. The Il dispatch job was a gift from heaven since waiting tables 
just wasn't cutting it. The call from last night shook the very ground of her existence. The agony of the 
caller's voice, the gun shot, the dead silence from the other end of the phone. She shudders and tears burn 


her eyes once more. "Why me? she thought to herself. 


Given the day off, she decided to go in town a small Christmas tree. It would fit in the apartment just right. 
The main reason for the tree to attempt in erasing the pain of last night. Her plan was to decorate the tree 


with a few trinkets and a star. 


Almost arriving at the little hardware store down town, she approaches Café Du Monde. The coffee and 
beignets filled the air as people huddled under the canopy. A growl of her stomach signaled her next move. Her 


heels click against the green tile floor as she orders, then picks a hidden corner table. 


The details of last night's horrendous call flood her mind. It was only ten o'clock in the evening and she had 
been at work for four hours already. Just like every other night, the officers did their usual traffic stops and 
since its the holidays, the occasional family dispute was called in Reading her romance novel and enjoying her 


warm ginger tea was just what she needed. 

Glancing at the military clock, it read 22:38 pm. All was quiet on the air and the chapter of her book was 
getting hot. That's when the phone rang its usual shrill tone. She answered with her usual, "This is the 
Sheriffs Office. l'm operator ten, what is your emergency?" Only faint sounds of crying flooded her ear. 
"Hello? What is your emergency?" she retorted. 

The caller finally speaks, "I want to die. | will kill myself" The caller was a male and his tone was flat, cold even 


"Where are you located sir?" she implored, trying to sound strong in tone. 


"My body will be laying in the park, on a bench." Was the last thing he uttered, before a deafening blow of a 


gun sounded off in her ear. The sound rang in her skull as she sat there in total shock. 


The sound of her fellow dispatchers brought reality back to her world. Jennifer, operator 4, started screaming 
the call over the radio. The line was still open and a feathery laughter floated into her ear, causing her to 


Jump. 

"Who...are you?" barely having the nerve to ask. 

"I am called many names, you can call me Parker, Samuel Parker." Nearly growling the words in her ear, he 
paused and took a deep breath. Continuing with his taunting, he says, "That was quite a stage play wasn't it? 


Had you believing | shot myself! Yet, | didn't waste my bullet,Operator 10. My victim here put it to good use." 


By now, she had put the call on the loud speaker for all dispatchers to hear. Stomach in knots, she forced her 


mouth open, "Sir, what is her condition? What is her name?" 


"Well, she was fun to play with at first, | think her name was Cindy. Oh well, she was a waste of space 


anyways, damn hooker." Another pause, "Well, | must be on my way. Take care Operator 10, see you in hell” 


The phone line went dead and not a sound was heard in that room. 


Upon arrival, they indeed found a dead hooker on a lonely bench. Hours of interrogation ground down on the 
poor dispatcher and she hasn't slept since. Hoping her café au lait will keep her awake along with the sugar 
from the beignets, she focused on chewing. One. Two. Three. The city kept on moving, even after the news 

headlines rang of the hell in City Park the night before. Five. Six. Seven. Chewing kept the gnawing memories 


from returning momentarily. 
Out of nowhere, a coffee up was placed across the table from where she sat, breaking the chewing trance. 


"Hi there, uhmm do you mind if | sit here? The café is a bit over crowded at the moment and | promise not to 


be a bother for long..." 


The male voice, soft yet powerful sent electricity through her body. Looking up caused her to involuntarily add 
some color to her pale white cheeks. He was so handsome! Blonde Mohawk, tattoos flooding his skin, and icy 
blue eye's pierced her soul. 


"No, | don't mind at all. You can sit as long as you like, besides | could use a distraction" The worlds flew from 
her mouth in a nervous way. As he sat, she noticed more about him. Dressed in all black, much like herself, 


his black ripped jeans looked hot and his black leather vest had Heavy Metal patches all over it. 


Again, he breaks her silence. 
"Such a dreary day here in the Big Easy, don't you think? Oh, and where are my manners? My name is James.. 
James Hetfield" An extended hand hung in the air as he winced speaking his name, knowing the reaction to 


come from it shortly. 
Not realizing at first, she took his hand and replied, "Well it is a sullen day, and..y.you are..James.Het.field’ 


As her green eyes actually scanned who was in front of her, the poor coffee cup became a victim for the tile 
floor. "No..way.." she mumbled, not the usual reaction he receives. She couldn't believe, THE James Hetfield sat 


in front of her, let alone speak with her! 


"Yea, the one and only.." Slyly trailing off, laughing, he began picking up scattered shards of coffee cup from 
the ground. "So, Kitten, mind telling me your name?" He grinned with the corner of mouth, knowing well it would 


drive her crazy. 


"Ugh, well.my name..is Suzama.." She barely could speak, let alone breathe if he kept up that smirk. A 
forgotten warmth grew between her thighs as he gazed in amusement. Its not every day he can get a woman 


so silent and worked up at the same time. Obviously she knew him, due to the shattered remains of the mug. 


"Well Suzama, that's a beautiful name. What does it mean? What do you do for a living? Any family or 
boyfriends?" Rattling one after the other, she couldn't keep up with each question 


Putting a hand up and forcing a smile, she asked, "Please, one at a time? Forgive me, I've been up all night and 


morning." 


"Why, of course Kitten! Papa Het understands, hell we used to stay up for days!" He busted with laughter. She 
squirmed in her seat when he called her Kitten, and himself Papa Het. This sent shivers down her spine and he 
would keep on doing it for enjoyment. He shot a crooked smile, signaling her turn to speak. 


Calling her Kitten was setting her loins on fire. Then again, the last time any man showed her attention in two 
years was..basically since Kevin. Kevin was so sweet at first, then he snapped and started abusing her 


constantly. He ruined men for the following two years, after her escape in the heat of a summer night. 
"Well..ugh..Suzama was an Egyptian priestess who lived 5000 years ago. She could tell the future by looking at 
the constellations. My mother left me with the name when she abandoned me at the adoption center. As far 
as family, | had my DNA tested, built a family tree but | have never met any of them face to face. As to 


dull mood creeping back in. 


He knew she has been dealt one hell of a hand in life, yet she seemed to be on good terms with her past now. 


"Well that's one shitty way to start life, Kitten I'd love to hear more, if you feel up to it" He offered with 


genuine smile, the kind that no one uses in this day and age. 


"Well, there isn't much more to tell. | was eventually adopted into a great family and have been on my own 
since | was |9" She paused, took a small bite of a beignet then continued, "Now | live here in a small city flat 


and | work as a law enforcement dispatcher..." 
Her eyes cast down, tears pooling in the corners of her eyes. She didn't want to cry in front of Metallica's 
legendary lead singer. She choked on a sob, then let go. Full on crying in public wasn't her thing, but last night 


was way too much to hold in. 


"Hey, Kitten, what's wrong?" he asked quietly. Wondering what he did wrong, he placed a hand on her shoulder, 
"Kitten, did | say something wrong? If | did, | sure didn't mean too by any means." 


As she lifted her head, he saw sorrow filled green eyes. 
"No, no it wasn't you..! just..had a bad call last night" She managed to say between sniffles. 


She knew she wasn't legally allowed to talk about calls to any civilian, but he isn't just ANY civilian He is James 


Hetfield! She would tell him if he asked about it and besides, it was a listening ear. 


"Well why don't you tell me about it if you want? I've got nothing to do and all day to do it!" he chuckled at his 


own joke. 


She smiled at his wise crack and began to explain everything in great detail. She must have talked for a half 


hour telling him about protocols and different calls they get every day. His expressions amused her and 
lightened her mood. He may have seen and done some things back in his day but her stories take the cake. 


"How do you just, ya know, stay calm through all of that?" he asked, intrigued. How could anyone do that on a 
daily basis and not come out like a psychotic? She was now beaming with pride. No one ever really showed 


interest in her daily job, more so because shootings and rape are normal for New Orleans. 


"Well, not just anyone can stomach it. There is that certain twinge of fear when the phone rings because you 
never know what is about to go down. Hence last night." 
They are silent for a few moments, then his phone buzzes and she listens to him talk. 


"Well Kitten, it was wonderful talking with you but Papa has to run. The movers will be here any minute with 


my things and they require my presence." He laughed a little. 


Her heart snapped in half. She didn't want him to leave. What if it's the last time she gets to speak to him? 


Sorrow was stricken on her face and he just happened to see it. 


Quickly he revives her mood, "Now, now Kitten. Don't look so sad. Here is my number and maybe we can grab 
a drink later on tonight? l'm sure you know the streets better than | do" He added as he wrote the phone 


number on a napkin. 


"A date? Ugh..yea I'd love that..thank you." She answered nervously. Then it hit her and she just had to know, 
"Hey, | thought you had a wife?" He didn't speak for a while at first, making her extra nervous. 


Finally he said, "We, ugh, got a divorce last year. It's part of the reason for moving here. No worries on that 
part Kitten, it was coming for a long time. Anyway, gotta run. Text me later Kitten and go home, get some 
sleep." He said as he stood up. 


Before walking away, he cupped her chin with one hand, staring deep into the green of her eyes, "| hope to 


hear from you soon Suzama." Then he kissed her forehead before turning away. 


Even watching him walk away was sexy. She couldn't wait to text him later, much less go on a date with THE 
James Hetfield! Slightly pinching her arm to make sure it's not a dream, she sighed and looked at the napkin in 
her hand. How lucky could one girl get? 


